
The Tragedy 

But it J^laclce fcandall or fo foule fae’t reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your meere inforcement fhalJ acquittance me 
From all rne impure plots and flaines thereof. 

For God he knows and you may pavtly fee. 

How farte I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blefle your Grace, we lee it, and will lay lu 
G'to. In faying fo,you fhallbu; fay the truth. 

Rue. Then I falnte you with this kingly title: 

Long tine King Richard, Englands royall King. 

Maj.-ti men. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be Crown’d ? 

Clo Euen when you will, fincc you will haue it fo. 

To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coufin, farewell gentle friends- Exeunt* 

Id » ter Qjteenc mother, Dutches of Torke,Marquejfe 
Dorfet^at one dore, Dutches of G leafier 
at another do ore. 

Dat. Who meets vs here, my NeecePlantagenet ? 

Sifter well met, whether away lofaft? 

\Dm.Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as I gueffe^ 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 
j9f£. Kind lifter thankes, yyeele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddamand in healtb,but by your leaue, 

3 may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightjy charged to the contrary. 

Tne King, why whois that f 
Lieu. 1 cry you mercy, I meanc the Lord Protettor. 

<£«. The Lord protect him from that Kingly title : 

Hijth he fet bonds betwixt there loue and me : 

3 am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 

I amtheirfathtr, mother, and will fee them. 

Dut>G/o> Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother; 

Then 
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Then feare not thou,ile beare thy blame, . 

And take thy Office from thee on my peril-!* 

Lieu. I doe bcfeech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan.Lct me but meet you Ladies at an houre hence, 
^ n d ilefaiute your Grace of Porks, as mother : • 

And reuerend looker one, of two faire Queenes* 

Come Maddam,you mull goe with me to WettmwHet) 
There to be Crowned Richards royal! Queene. 

Qjt, o cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart" 
jvlay haue fome lcope to beate, orelfe I lound 
With this deadliking news* 

Der.Maddam haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
Gu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftru&ion dogs thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death, goecroffe the Seas, 

And liue with Richmond from the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee,from thisfiaughter-houfe. 

Lead thouincreafe the number of t he dead, 

And make me d ye the thrall of Margrets curfe , ^ 

Not mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all thefwift aduantageof the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to my lonne. 

To meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay. 

Dut-Tor. Oill difperfing wind of mifery, 

0 my accutfed wombethe bed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatefat to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eyeis murderous. 

<S/<j».Come Maddam,! in all haft was lent for* 

Dut. And I in all vnwillingneffe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 

Of goulden mettallthat mull round my brow. 

Were ted hot-fteele to feare me to the brainc, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly poyfon. 

And die ere me« can fay God iauethe Queene* 
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